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LEGHORN.—ConTINUED. 
ape 
FROM L'HERMITE EN ITALIE, THE LATRST WORK OF M. JOUY. 
[Translated expressly for the Kaleidoscope.) 
— 





Leghorn, in the sixteenth century, was an insignificant 
town, inhabited by a few fishermen, and rendered un- 
wholesome by the pestilential marshes in its neighbour- 
hood. It first belonged to the inhabitants of Pisa, then 
to the Genoese, who proposed to exchange it with Cosmo 
the First for Sarzanna, a small town on the sea-shore. 
The Genoese thought they had made an advantageous 
bargain with the Grand Duke, who, on his part, hastened 
to conclude it, well aware how excellently the situation 
of this port was adapted for the purposes of commerce. 
He planned out the enclosure of. the town, and built a 
double mole. The new town was constructed with regu- 
larity ; its streets are straight and at right angles with 
each other; its pavement, like that of most of the towns 
in Tuscany, is composed of flags; the houses are lofty, 
and their fronts painted in different colours. The prin- 
cipal square is of an oblong form, and very spacious ; in 
the centre of the extremity, on the left, as one enters it 
by the gate of Pisa, is situated the metropolitan church, 
proportioned in size to the population of the town, which 
incloses more than fifty thousand inhabitants, The com- 
merce of Leghorn constitutes all its wealth, There are 
few specimens of art, either in painting or sculpture, of 
much excellence, except the gigantic marble statue of 
the Grand Duke Ferdinand the First, surrounded by four 
colossal slaves, representing an European, an Asiatic, an 
African, and an American, in different attitudes, chained 
at the feet of their supposed conqueror. The workman- 
ship of this group is worthy the attention of connoisseurs. 

The new theatre is large and handsome. The principal 
street is very wide, and composed of houses and palaces 
of great elegance. The coffee-houses possess little attrac- 
tion ; in summer it is the custoin to take coffee, ices, 
and lemonade, seated at the door under a cloth tent or 
awning. It is hotter at Leghorn than at Pisa, and lodg- 
ing and wood are, at least, four times dearer there than in 
the latter town. Fresh water is extremely scarce, as it is 
conveyed thither from a spring in the mountains of Colog- 
nola, by means of an aqueduct twelve miles long. 

Among the inhabitants of Leghorn, there are about 
10,000 Jews, who have one of the finest synagogues in 
Europe. The Greeks have also a church there, which is 
much visited by strangers. The cemetery of the English 
is called the Campo Santo. The quarter called New 
Venice is cut up into canals, by means of which merchan- 
dise are carried to the doors of the warehouses. 

Leghorn is one of the best maritime towns in Europe, 
and one of the most frequented ports of the Miditerranean; 
it appeared to me, however, not so large as that of Genoa. 
It is defended by a citadel and good fortifications. The 
lighthouse is at two miles’ distance from the shore. This 
port is not above twenty fathoms deep, and would soon 
be filled up if the greatest care were not taken in cleaning 


Leghorn is called Ligurium by the modern Latins, and 
Livorno by the Italians. The port is frequented by the 
Greeks and Africans, as well as by the merchants of the 
Levant. 

The town is only two miles in circumferance ; it is a 
third less than Pisa, and its population is two-thirds 
greater: it acknowledges the spiritual jurisdiction of the 
Archbishop of Pisa. The governess, Eliza, did not 
abolish the bishoprick of Leghorn, notwithstanding the 
regulation that there was to be only one Bishop or Arch- 
bishop in every department; but she commanded the 
salary, consisting of 70,000 francs, to be paid to the Bishop 
by the Archbishop of Pisa, who was maintained in office 
for the department of the Mediterranean, out of the salary 
of 200,000 francs received by the latter. Leghorn was 
much enriched under the administration of its Grand 
Dukes, by its commercial intercourse with foreigners: it 
was no unusual thing for a porter on the docks to get thirty 
or forty francs in a day. The sailors used to spend on 
Sundays, in parties of pleasure at Pisa, I.ucca, and other 
neighbouring places, what they ought to have saved for 
the support of their families. They used to hire hand- 
some carriages and calashes, and frequent the public 
houses and rural festivals in the neighbourhood. When 
I visited Leghorn, its commerce was no more ; its inhabi- 
tants were wretched, its mariners and porters destitute of 
the means of obtaining a livelihood. ‘The fear of the 
French soldiers and of the gendarmerie kept the people in 
subjection, but it could not remove their discontent, and 
they were always prepared for an insurrection. 

Leghorn still contains several manufactures of coral and 
alabaster ; one large handsome building is entirely de- 
voted to the workmanship of coral, brought from Sardinia 
and Corsica. Formerly the coral used there was imported 
from the neighbourhood of Bizerta, in Africa, near Tunis. 
The public manufactory of olive oil, known by the name 
of Boltini, is always supplied with 24,000 barrels. 

Three lazarets are kept at some distance from shore for 
the performance of quarantine; the most considerable of 
them is that of Saint Leopold. 

It is a custom among the people of Leghorn, during the 
carnival, to drive through the streets, masked, in open 
carriages, and amuse themselves with throwing at one 
another bonbons, or comfits, called confetti, composed of 
sugar and plaster, which crumble upon the face and streak 
it with white. This is a distinction, however, conferred 
only upon people of rank. The wife of the French Con- 
sul at Leghorn assured me that she had thrown away in 
one evening more than 180 pounds of bonbons, and that 
she had received even a greater quantity in her own car- 
riage. 

Before the time of the French government, galley slaves 
were employed at Leghorn as well as at Pisa in the la- 
bours of the port, and to clean the streets. 

Near Leghorn, on the road which borders the Mediter- 
ranean, and leads to Montenero, sea baths have been con- 
structed, which were used every year by the governess, 
Eliza. The hills surrounding Leghorn on the north and 
south are covered with olive trees. 

Among the festivals of the neighbouring villages, the 
most remarkable is that of Notre-Dame de Montenero, 





monks, who do the duty there. This virgin, according to 
the legends of the country, was found by a shepherd in 
the woods, who carried her to the convent, where she has 
since performed many miracles. Her chapels, vestry, and 
several ancient apartments, are ornamented with number- 
less ex voto suspended from the walls and roaf*, above the 
altars, and round the doors, by invalids, and people es- 
caped from great dangers. These consist of precious 
stones, emeralds, diamonds, and crosses, which are gene- 
rally accompanied by pictures explanatory of the miracle 
done in favour of the person who makes the offering. Ac- 
cording to them, the virgin has often supported in the sir 
people who have been unfortunate enough to fall from a 
teeple or high rock, until assistance could be brought to 
them. She has cured many who have been thrown from 
their horses or carriages, and others she has saved from 
shipwreck. Montenero is situated on the top of a high 
mountain, which is ascended from Leghorn by a circuit- 
ous path of more than three miles in length. The festi- 
val of September is attended by a prodigious concourse of 
peonle from Leghorn, Pisa, Lucca, and all the surround- 
ing country. Part of the clergy of Leghorn repair thither 
in procession. The church is incrustated with superb 
marbles; that which ornaments the sanctuary is particu- 
larly remarkable for its fineness and for the variety of its 
hues. The walk is rural and picturesque, and the sum- 
mit of the mountain commands a splendid view of the sea, 
Leghorn, its port, and the neighbouring towns. 

Leghorn is the native town of the celebrated mathema- 
tician Donato Rosetti, born in the seventeenth century. 
We are indebted to the Tuscans for great discoveries in 
the sciences: Galileo was a Tuscan, and the invention of 
algebra is attributed to Leonard of Pisa. 


Liverpool. A. W. 
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33 sograpbical Potices. 
SOME ACCOUNT OF THE LIFE 
LIAM EMERSON, 


eS 


OF MR. WIL. 


The following memoir of this extraordinary and eccentric 
mathematician, was originally published in a pamphlet, 
which is now either out of print, or extremely scarce. We 
republish it at the request of a friend, who has favoured 
us with a manuscript copy.—dit. Kal. 

The writer of the following memoirs judges it proper to 
premise from what sources he has derived his information. 
He had the good fortune to be personally acquainted with 
Mr. Emerson during the last three or four years of his 
life, and enjoyed frequent opportunities of learning, from 
his own mouth, accounts of circumstances which had 
taken place at former periods of his life. He has also had 
frequent conversation respecting him with several persons 
of veracity, who knew him many years before. He has 
not, however, accumulated an indiscriminate mass of anec- 
dotes, as they were offered to him, but has rejected such 
as did not appear to him to be authentic, and adopted 
such only as, upon mature examination and inquiry, he 
had reason to think true. In short, he has endeavoured 
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life as he could, under some peculiar difficulties; and his 
motive for publishing it was a desire to gratify, in some 
measure, that curiosity which mankind must always en- 
tertain to be informed of whatever has relation to those 
men who have drawn the attention of their fellow-crea- 
tures, by the superior splendour of their talents, and who 
have enlarged the boundaries of human knowledge. 

Mr. Dudley Emerson, of Hurworth, near Darlington, 
in the county of Durham, had two sons, William, the 
elder, and Dudley, who died whilst he was young. Wil- 
liam, who afterwards lived to become so eminent a ma- 
thematician, was born at Hurworth, in the year 1701, 
and, as appears by the parish register, was baptized there 
on the 10th of June in that year. 

Ina vacant leaf of an old prayer-book, in which Dud- 
ley Emerson, the father of William, had registered his 
marriage, and the births of his several children, it is writ- 
ten—William Emerson was born Wednesday, May 14th, 
at one o'clock in the morning and 40 minutes, and bap- 
tized June 10th, 1701. : 

His father, Dudley, who was possessed of but a small 
estate, at that time taught a school, and seems to have 
thought himself of some consequence in the world, for I 
have seen a paper, written by himself, containing what 
he calls an account of the principal transactions or events 
of his life. Amongst these memorabilia, relating, I think, 
chiefly to his movements from one place to another, I ob- 
served nothing respecting the birth or education of his 
son William, which, he did not foresee, would be the only 
circumstances or events of any importance in his life, that 
might possibly rescue his name from oblivion. 

William was taught, and principally by his father, 
reading, writing, and arithmetic, and a little Latin, per- 
haps as far as Cordey, or Beza’s Latin Testament. It 
does not appear, however, that he was much attached to 
his books whilst a boy, or exhibited any symptoms of 
those superior faculties which he afterwards exerted with 
so much energy. Indeed, so careless and inattentive to 
Jearning was he, at this period, that [ have heard him say, 
till he was nearly twenty years of age, his principal and 
favourite employment, for one season of the year, was 
that of seeking bird's nests. But his attachment to child- 
ish amusements was now to pass away; and his mind be- 
gan to be sensible of the charms and beauties of science. 
He went first to Newcastle, and afterwards to York, where 
he applied himself, with considerable attention and dili- 
gence, to the study of mathematics, under the direction of 
schoolmasters, whose names I do not remember, but of 
whom he used to speak, in the latter part of his life, with 
much respect. He used to say, too, that his father was a 
tolerable mathemetician ; and without his books and in- 
structions, perhaps his cwn genius (nost eminently fitted 
for methematical disquisitious) would never have been un- 
folded. After his return from school at York, he resided 
principally at Hurworth, where he continued to pursue his 
studies and amusements, at intervals, until the time of his 
marriage. In what year of his life this happened, I do not 
exactly know, but I think it was about the thirty-second 
or thirty-third: and from this period we must date the 
commencement of his mathematical labours; or, perhaps, 
rather the communication of them to the public. What 
he had done before in this line, was merely an occasional 
application, for his own amusement, or for the exercise 
and improvement of his leisure hours. But one of those 
accidents, which, as Dr. Johnson observes in the life of 
Cowley, produced that particular designation of mind and 
propensity for some certain science, commonly called 
genius, took place upon this occasion, and added a power- 
ful stimulus to his native thirst for knowledge and for 
fume. His wife was the niece of a Dr. Johnson, Rector 
of Hurworth, Vicar of Manfield, in the county of York, 
and a Prebendary of Durham, a man eminent in his time 
for his skill in surgery, and who, by a very extensive and 
successful practice in this profession, together with the 
emoluments arising from his living, had accumulated a 





considerable fortune. Dr. Johnson had promised to give 
his niece, who lived with him, five hundred pounds for her 
marriage portion. Some time after the marriage Mr. 
Emerson took an opportunity to mention this matter to 
the Doctor, and to remind him of his promise. The 
Doctor, however, did not recollect, or did not choose to 
recollect, any thing of it, but treated our young mathema- 
tician with some contempt, as a person of no consequence, 
and beneath his notice. The pecuniary disappointment 
Emerson (who had as independent a spirit as any man, 
and whose patrimony, though not large, was equal to all 
his wants,) would easily have surmounted ; but this con- 
temptuous treatment stung him to the very soul. He im- 
mediately went home, packed up all his wife’s clothes, 
and sent them off to the Doctor, saying, that he would 
scorn to be beholden to such fellow for a single rag, and 
swearing, at the same time, that he would be revenged, 
and prove himself to be the better man of the two. His 
plan of revenge was truly noble and laudable. He was 
resolved to demonstrate, to his uncourteous uncle and to 
world, that he was not to be rated as an insignificant or 
ignorant person; and that the contempt and indignity 
with which he had been treated, were much misplaced 
and very unmerited: and, in order to demonstrate this, 
he determined to labour till he became one of the first 
mathematicians of the age. 

He had received from nature a strong and vigorous 
mind, and had acquired a just relish for the beauties of 
mathematical science, and an ardent love of truth: he 
was at the same time stimulated with an eager desire of 
distinguishing himself from the illiterate crowd of mortals. 
The effects of his labour, influenced by such motives, 
and directed by such abilities, could not therefore but be 
great. He made himself the perfect master of the whole 
circle of mathematics; and after having carefully planned 
and digested, revised and completed the work to his own 
satisfaction, he published, in the forty-second year of his 
age, his book of Fluxions; and at his first appearance in 
the world as an author, stepped forth like a giant in all 
his might, and justly claimed a place amongst mathema- 
ticians of the very first rank. By the strictly scientific 
manner in which he established the principles, and de- 
monstrated the truth of the method of Fluxions in this 
work, he added another firm and durable support to the 
noble edifice of the Newtonian Philosophy, which, by 
some less accurate and penetrating observers, was sup- 
posed to have received a violent and dangerous concussion 
from the metaphysical artillery of the analyst, and the 
cavils and objections which had been advanced against the 
truth of the fluxionary method. 

Having thus secured his mathematical fame upon a 
firm and solid basis, he continued, from time to time, to 
favour and instruct the public with other most valuable 
publications upon the several branches of mathematics. 
These appeared in the order in which they stand arranged 
below. I have added to each the date of the author's life. 

Year. Age. 

1743—42, Fluxions, 8vo. 

1749—58, ote of the Square, and Elements of 

rigonometry, 8V0. 

1754—53, Mechanics, 4to. 

1755—54, Navigation, 12mo. 

1763—62, Arithmetic, Geometry, 8vo. 

Method of Increments, 4to. 

1764—63, Algebra, 8vo. Z 

1767—66, Arithmetic of Infinites and Conic Sections, 8vo 

1768—67, Elements of Optics and Perspective, 8vo. 

1769—68, Acseneny Mechanics, Centripetal and Cen. 

trifugal Forces, 8vo. 

1770—69, Mathematical Principles of Geography, Na- 

vigation, and Diallin » Comment on the 
Principia, with the Defence of Newton, 
Tracts, 8vo. 

1776—75, Miscellanies, 8v0. which was his last work. 

The above works, many of them allowed to be the best 
extant upon the subjects of which they treat, will remain 
a lasting monument of Mr. Emerson's genius, penetra- 
tion, and industry, to the latest times, and render any 











further eulogium of their author as a man of science to- 
tally unnecessary. 

His first publication, however, did not meet with im- 
mediate encouragement, so that it is probable the rest 
would never have appeared, or, at least, not in the author’s 
life time, had he not, about the year 1763, been recom- 
mended by his great admirer and friend, the late Edward 
Montagu, Esq. to Mr. John Nourse, bookseller in Lon- 
don, who was himself an eminent mathematician, and 
well skilled in the Newtonian philosophy, having had an 
university education, and being an early associate with the 
learned Doctors Pemberton and Wilson, the one the com- 
panion of Newton, and editor of the best edition of the 
Principia, the otherof Mr. Robirson’s Mathematical Tracts. 
Mr. Nourse was so highly sensible of Mr. Emerson's su- 
perior abilities, that he engaged him on very liberal terms, 
to furnish a regular course of the mathematics for the use 
of young students. Mr. Emerson made a journey to Lon- 
don in the summer of the year 1763, to settle and fulfil 
this agreement. Even in London he could not be idle: 
besides correcting his sheets for the press, he took lodgings 
at a watchmnaker’s, near Smithfield, that he might im- 
prove himself in that branch of knowledge during his stay 
there. 

Besides the above regular works, published in Mr. 
Emerson's own name, he wrote several other fugitive 
pieces, in the Ladies’ Diary, and other periodical and mis- 
cellaneous works. In the Ladies’ Diary he proposed and 
answered several new questions under the signature Me- 
rones, an anagram of his own name, Containing all the 
letters of it transposed. The questions resolved by him 
were as follows, viz. prize, 1736; quest. 193, 195, 197; 
prize, 17373 quest. 205, 206, 207, 209, 210, 215, 217, 
221, 223; prize, 1741; quest. 226, 229; prize, 1742; 
quest. 238, 240: and he proposed the following new ques- 
tions; No. 193, 206, and 220. Mr. Emerson also took a 
part in the Miscellanea Curiosa Mathematica, a work 
published in quarterly numbers, by Mr. Francis Holliday, 
his friend and correspondent, from the year 1745 till 1755, 
in 4to. In this work he resolved many questions, as before 
in the Diaries, sometimes under the signature of Meroncs, 
and sometimes under the still more whimsical one of 
Philosfluentimechanalgegeomastrolongo; and probably un- 


der several others. 
(To be continued. ) 





LORD BYRON. 
eR 
(From the London Magazine, just published.) 


Lord Byron's address was the most affable and courteous 
perhaps even seen; his manners, when in a good hu- 
mour, and desirous of being well with his guest, were 
winning—fascinating in the extreme, and though bland, 
still spirited, and with an air of frankness and generosity 
—qualities in which he certainly was nut deficient. He 
was open to a fault—a characteristic probably the result of 
his fearlessness and independence of the world; but so 
oper was he, that his friends were obliged to live upon 
their guard with him. He was the worst person in the 
world to confide a secret to; and if any charge against 
any body was mentioned to him, it was probably the first 
communication he made to the person in question. He 
hated scandal and tittle-tattle—loved the manly stright. 
forward course; he would harbour no doubts, and never 
hve with another with suspicions in his bosom—out came 
the accusation, and he called upon the individual to stand 
clear, or be ashamed of himself. He detested a lie—ne- 
thing enraged him so much as a lie; he was by tempera- 
ment and education extremely irritable, and a lie com- 
ag A unchained him ; his indignation knew no bounds. 

e had considerable tact in detecting untruth; he would 
smell it out almost instinctively: he avoided the timid 
driveller, and generally chose his companions among the 
lovers and practisers of sincerity and candour. A man 
tells the false and conceals the true, because he is afraid 
that the declaration of the thing as it is, will hurt him. 
Lord Byron was above all the fear of this sort ; he flinched 
from telling no one what he thought to his face ; from his 
infancy he had been afraid of no one; falsehood is not the 
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vice of the powerful; the Greek slave lies; the Turkish 
tyrant is remarkable for his adherence to truth. 

Lord Byron was irritable (as I have said) irritable in the 
extreme; and this is another fault of those who have been 
accustomed to the unmurmuring obedience of obsequious 
attendants. If he had lived at home, and held undisputed 
sway over hired servants, led captains, servile apothecaries, 
and willing a magistrates, probably he might have 
passed through life with unruffled temper, or at least his 

scapades of temper would never have been heard of; but 
he spent his time in adventure and travel, amongst friends, 
rivals, and foreigners; and, doubtless, he had often reason 
to find that his early life had unfitted him for dealing with 
men on an equal footing, or for submitting to untoward 
accidents with patience. 

His vanity was excessive—unless it may with greater 





propriety be called by a softer name—a milder term, and 
perhaps a juster, would be his love of fame. He was ex- 
orbitantly desirous of nage | the sole object of interest ; 
whether in the circle in which he was living, or in the 
wider sphere of the world, he could bear no rival; he 
could not tolerate the person who attracted attention from 
himself; he instantly became animated with a bitter 
jealousy, and hated, for the time, every ter or more 
celebrated man than himself; he carried his jealousy up 
even to Bonaparte: and it was the secret of his contempt 
for balers we It was dangerous for his friends to rise 
in the world ; if they valued not his friendship more than 
their own fame—he hated them. 

It cannot be said that he was vain of any talent, accom- 
plishment, or other quality in particular; it was neither 
more nor less than a morbid and voracious appetite for 
fame, admiration, and public applause: gf oatgne he 
dreaded the public censure; and though from irritation 
and spite, and sometimes through design, he acted in some 
respects as if he on the opinion of the world, no 
Man was ever more alive to it. 

The English newspapers talked freely of him; and he 
thought the English public did the same; and for this 
reason he feared, or hated, or fancied that he hated Eng- 

land : in fact, as far as this one cause went, he did hate 
Fngland, but the balance of love in its favour was im- 
mense; all his views were directed to England; he never 
rode a mile, wrote a line, or held a oonversation, in which 
England and the English public were not the to which 
he was looking, whatever scorn he might have on his 


fore he went to Greece, he imagined that he had 
gtown very maporeler ard even infamous in England ; 
when he left Murray engaged in the Liberal, which was 
unsuccessful, published with the Hunts, he fancied, and 
doubtless was told so by some of his aristocratic friends, 
that he had become low, that the better English thought 


him out of fashion, and voted him vulgar; and that for | 


the licentiousness of Don Juan, or for vices either prac- 
tised or suspected, the public had morally outlawed him. 
This was one of the determining causes which led him to 
Greece, that he might retrieve himself. He thought that 
his name, coupled with the Greek cause, would sound 
well at home. When hearrived at Cephalonia, and found 
that he was in good odour with the authorities—that the 
regiment stationed there, and other English residents in 
the island received him with the highest consideration, he 
was gratified to a most extravagant pitch; he talked of it 
to the last with a erance, and in a manner which 
showed how anxious his fears had been that he was lost 
with the English people. 

Lord Byron cannot be said to have been personally vain 
in any extraordinary degree—that is, not much more than 
men usually are. He knew the power of his countenance, 
and he took care that it should always be displayed to the 
greatest advantage. He never failed to appear remark. 


able; and no » whether from the beauty of the ex- 
prevsion of his features, the ificent height of his fore- 
ead, or the sip ity of his dress, could ever pass him 


in the street without ey fev he was passing no com- 
mon person. Lord Byron has been frequently recollected 
its have been shewn. ‘* Ah! (the spec- 
five ed, on either picture or engraving being seen) 

upet thet person, in euch or such place, at such or such 
a time. 


His lameness, a slight mal-formation of the foot, did 
mot in the least impede his activity: it may, perhaps, ac- 
count in some measure for his passion for riding, sailing, 
and g- He nearly divided his time betwen these 
three ex 3 he rode four to..eight hours every 
day when he was not engaged in boating or swimming. 
And in these exercises, so careful was he of his han 
‘Gone of those little vanities which sometimes beset men) 
that he wore gloves even in swimmi 


ing. 
He indulged ia another practice which is not considered 





in England genteel—that is to say, it is not just now a 
fashion with the upper classes in this country—he chewed 
tobacco to some extent. 

At times, too, he was excessively given to drinking ; 
but this is not so uncommon. In his passage from Genoa 
to Cephalonia he spent the principal part of the time in 
drinking with the Captain of the vessel. He could bear 
an immense quantity of liquor without intoxication, and 
was by no means pacticular either in the nature or in the 
order of the fluids he imbibed. He was by no means a 
drinker constantly, or, in other words, a drunkard, and 
could, indeed, be as abstemious as any body; but when 
his passion blew that way, he drank, as he did every thing 
else, to excess. 

This was, indeed, the spirit of his life—a round of pas- 
sion, indulgence, and satiety. He had tried, as most men 
do who have the power, every species of gratification, how- 
ever sensual. Let no young man here, who is not living 
under the surveillance of his relations, or in fear of the 
public—let no such person turn up his nose. Nomen are 
more given to ring the changes upon gratification of all 
the sensual kinds than the English, especially the English 
on the Continent—the English who, in speech, are the most 
modest le in the universe, and who, if you might 
trust their shy and reserved manner, think of nothing but 
decorum. Lord Byron did no more in this respect than 
almost any other Lord or Esquire of degree has done, and 
is doing, if he dare, at this moment, whether in London, 
Paris, Naples, Vienna, or elsewhere, with this difference 
—Lord Byron was a man of strong powers of intellect and 
active imagination ; he drew conclusions, and touk lessons 
from what he saw. Lord Byron, too, was a man capable 
of intense ion, which every one who pursues the gra- 
tification of his appetite is not; consequently he went to 
work with a headlong reckless aun, probably derived ex- 

uisite enjoyment, quickly himself, and was 
then left stranded in satiety. 

There was scarcely a passion which he had not tried— 
even that of avarice. Before he left Italy he alarmed all 
his friends by becoming penuri b ly miserly— 
after the fashion of the Elwes and other great misers on 
record. The pleasures of avarice arc dwelt on with evident 
satisfaction in one of the late Cantos of Don Juan—plea- 
sures which were no fictions of the poet’s brain, but which 
he had enjoyed and was revelling in at that moment ; of 
course he indulged to excess, grew tired, and turned to 
something else. 

The passion which last animated him was that which is 
said to be the last infirmity of noble minds—ambition. 
There can be little doubt that he had grown weary of 
being known only as a writer: he determined to dis- 
tinguish himself by action. Many other motives, how- 
ever, went to make up the bundle which took him to the 
succour of the Greeks. Italy was waning in favour, he 
was beginning to grow weary of the society of the lady to 
whom, after the manners of Italy, he had been attached, 
and unfortunately her passion outlived his ; even in Greece 
she would have gladly joined him; but his Lordship had 
changed. Then, again, Greece was a land of adventure, 
bustle, struggle, sensation, and excitement, where the in- 
habitants have beautiful forms, and dress in romantic 
habits, and dwell in the most picturesque country of the 
world; and Lord Byron, as he said himself, had * an 
oriental twist in his imagination.” He knew that the 
Greek looked up to him as, what he really was, one of 
their greatest regenerators ; he was aware that his money 
and rank would give him unlimited power, influence, and 

3 all of which he dearly loved. Then again, if 
any man ever sympathised deeply with bravery suffering 
in a generous cause, it was Lord Byron; and when he 
was roused, in moments of excitement, this sympathy was 
a violent propelling and a very virtuous motive. These 
and other secondary considerations led him to Greece, to 
sacrifice much of his al comforts, much of his pro- 
perty, his health, and his life. 

o two men were ever more unlike than Lord Byron 
excited, and Lord Byron in the ordinary state of calm. 
His friends about him used to call it inspiration; and 
when men of their stamp talk about ixspiraiion, there 
must no common change take place. When excited, his 
sentiments were noble, his ideas grand or beautiful, his 
lan, rich and enthusiastic, his views elevated, and all 
his feelings of that disinterested and martyr-like cast 
which marks the great mind. When in the usual dull 
mood in which almost every body wearies their friends 
nine hours out of the ten, his ideas were gross, his Jan 
coarse, his sentiments not mean certainly, but of a low and 
sensual kind ; his mood sneering and satirical, unless in a 
very good humour, which indeed he often, I may say, 





at the worst. Without being what I have called excited, 
his conversation was often very delightful, though almost 
always polluted by g of the very broad. 
est and lowest description, lke, I cannot help saying 
again, like almost all his c of them that do 
not live either in the fear of God, or of the public. His 
grossness, too, had the advantage of a fertile fancy 

and such subjects were the ready source of a petty kind 
of excitement; the forbidden words, the forbidden topies, 
the concealed actions of our nature, and the secret vices of 
society, stimulated his imagination; and stimulants he 
loved, and may be said at times to have wanted. He cer- 
tainly did permit his fancy to feed on this dunghill garbage; 
uow and then, indeed, even here he scratched up a pearl, 
but so dirty a pearl, few would be at the pains of washing 
it for all its price. 

His letters are charming; he never wrote them with 
the idea of ** The Letters of the Right Honourable Lord 
Byron, in 6 vols. 12mo.” before his eyes, as unfortunately 
our great men must now almost necessarily do. The 
public are so fond of this kind of reading, and so justly 
too, that there is great reason to fear that it will consume 
what it feeds on. 

Lord Byron's letters are the models of a species of come 
position which should be written without an eye to any 
models. His fancy kindled on paper; he touches no sub. 
ject in a common every-day way 3 the reader smiles all 
through, and loves the writer at the end; longs for hie 
society, and admires his happy genius and his amiable 
disposition. Lord Byron’s letters are like what his con- 
versation was, but better—he had more undisturbed lei- 
sure to let his fancies ripen in; he could point his wit 
with more security, and his irritable temper met with ne 
opposition on paper. 

rd Byron was not ill-tempered. nor quarrelsome, but 
still he was very difficult to live with: he was capricious, 
full of humours, apt to be offended, and wilful. When 
Mr. Hobhouse and he travelled in Greece together, they 
were generally a mile asunder, and, though ome of. hie 
friends lived with him off and on a long time (Trelawney, 
for instance) it was not without serious trials of temper, 
patience, and affection. He could make a great point 
often about the least and most trifling thing imaginable, 
and adhere to his purpose with a pertinacity truly re- 
markable, and almost unaccountable. A love of victory 
might sometimes account for little disputes and petty 
triumphs, otherwise inexplicable, and always unworthy 
of his great genius; but, as I have said, he was only a 
eat genius now and then, when excited; when not so, 
¢ was sometimes little in his conduct, and in his writin 
dull, or totally destitute of all powers of production. e 
was very -natured ; and when asked to write a song 
or a copy of verses in an album, or an inscription, for so 
ts are plagued, he would generally attempt to comply, 
ut he pat oe succeeded in doing any thing; and when 
he did, he generally gave birth to such Grub-street dog- 
grel as his friends were ashamed of, and, it is to be hoped, 
charitably put into the fire. When, on the contrary, in 
a state of enthusiasm, he wrote with great facility, and 
corrected very little. He used to boest of an indifference 
about his writings which he did not feel, and would re- 
mark with pleasure that he never saw them in print; and 
never met with any body that did not know more about 
them than himself. 

He left very little behind him. Of late he had been 
too much occupied by the Greeks to write, and, indeed, 
had turned his attention very inuch to action, as has been 
observed. Don Juan he certainly intended to continue ; 
and I believe that the real reason for his holding 80 many 
conferences with Dr. Kennedy in Cephalonia was, that he 
might master the slang of a religious sect, in order to hit 
off the character with more verisimilitude. 

His religious principles were by no means fixed ; habi- 
tually, like most of his » he was an unbeliever; at 
times, however, he relapsed into Christianity, and, in his 
interviews with Dr. Kennedy, maintained the part of a 
Unitarian. Like all men whose imaginations are much 
stronger than the reasoning power—the guiding and deter- 
mining faculty—he was in danger of falling into fanaticism, 
and some of his friends who knew him well used to predict 
that he would die a Methodist—a consummation by no 
means impossible. 

From the same cause—the preponderance of the imagi- 
nation—there might have been some ground for the fear 
which beset his latter moments that he should go mad. 
The immediate cause of this fear was, the deep impression 
which the fate of Swift had made upon him. He read the 
life of Swift during the whole of his voyage to Greece, and 
the melancholy termination of the Dean's life haunted his 








generall This is, however, the wrong side of 
ome to Land Byron ; he may be said bare ta be tabs 


[To be continued.) 
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LOVE, 
a 
THE RELIC. 
—__ 
Fair rose, when last the summer sun, 
Caressing on thee smiled, 
A lovelier flower ne'er opened on 
This lower Eden wild. 


Now hide thee from the eye of day, 
Nor let its tell-tale glare 

Betray how beauty fades away, 
Gift fragile as ’tis fair. 


Oh! hid within thy erysta) hold,- 
Thou faded relic rest, 

All bright with many a tear untold, 
As still by love carest! 


For he thy tender branch who bore 
From blushing groups around, 

Oh, he was false !—the oaths he swore, 
A tinkling cymbal’s sound. 


And soon the sun was all withdrawn, 
The night more dismal grew; 

And well might thon, sweet captive, mourn, 
Since love then vanished too. 


Yet Helen must the flow’ret prize, 
All withered though it be, 

And fann’d, alas! with mem’ry’s sighs, 
That weeps such ruth to see. 


And rest within thy polished hold, 
Thou faded relic dear, 

Nor e’er the saddest tale unfold 
That wrung a heart to hear. 


No, rest beneath the casket’s lid, 
Unknown of all save one, 

Who prays, that, ere in cotlin hid, 
And to the cold earth gone, 


Some gentle friend, inspired of heaven, 
Thy prison may unclose, 

And one sad tear, to Helen given, 
Bid thee with her repose. 

And place it on her palid brow, 
What boots its lustre fled? 

Go, withered rose,—go, broken vow, 
And slumber with the dead! 

Liverpool. 





SONG. 
ee 
Why do'st thou fly the bower I made, 
My Stella, love, for thee; 
Oh! linger still beneath its shade, 
And listen, love, to me, 
For thee I deck’d this mossy scat, 
This woodbine twined above, 
Planted these flowers; and, calm retreat, 
I called it ‘‘ bower of love.” 
The world is wrapt in slumber’s dreams, 
No sound disturbs the grove ; 
The moon, in radiant glory, seems 
To smile upon our love! 


Then, fly not yet, but stay awhile, 
And listen to my tale; 
i cannot live without thy smile, 
O iet my sult prevail! 
Brownlow hil. W. He 





DIABOLICAL MALEDICTION. 
— a - 
TO THE EDITORS. 
GexTLEMEN,—A wretch, whose infamous character had 
rendered him so obnoxious to his fellow-townsmen, that, by 
common consent, his society was avoided, at length found 
himself compelled, by public opinion, to decamp from his na- 
tive spot, to the great joy of his neighbours. He set out one 
morning, very early; and, when he had reached the summit 
of a hill, which afforded him the last glimpse of the spot he 
was about to quit for ever, he burst out into the following 
singular and demoniacal yoliloquy. It is so unique in its cha- 
racter that I have endeavoured to versify it, as a specimen 
worthy of Cain, or of Milton’s devils. Your's, &c. 
Liverpool, —_— ct? 
Adieu, accurs’d land of my birth! 
I thus “‘ shake your dust from my feet ;"* 
In some remote corner of earth, 
l'll seek a less loathsome retreat. 
My hatred’s so deadly, ao deep! 
This curse, as my legacy, take,— 
May those who’re AWAKik—Never SLEEP, 
And those who ’re asLaerp—never WAKE ! 
* © And whosoever will not reeeive you, when you go out 
of that city shake off even the dust of your feet, asa testi- 
mony against them.”—Luke 9, verse 5. 








THE PLEASURES OF BRIGHTON. 
(From the New Monthly Magazine.} 
ie ae 
Here's fine Mrs. Hoggins from Aldgate, 
Miss Dobson and Deputy Dump, 
Mr. Spriggins has left Norton-Falgate, 
And so has Sir Christopher Crump, 
From Shoreditch, Whitechapel, and Wapping, 
Miss Potts, Mr. Grub, Mrs. Keats, 
In the waters of Brighton are popping, 
Or killing their time fn its streets. 
And it’s O! what will become of us? 
Dear! the Vapours and Blue- 
Devils will seize upon sume of us 
If we have nothing to do. 
This here, ma’am, is Sally, my daughter, 
Whose shoulder has taken a start, 
And they tell me, a dip in salt water 
Will soon make it straight as a dart, 
Mr. Banter assured Mrs. Mumps, 
(But he’s always a playing his fun) 
That the camel that bathes with twe humps, 
Very often comes out with but one. 
And it’s O! &e, 
And here is my little boy Jacky, 
Whose godfather gave me a hint, 
That by salt-water baths in a crack he 
Would cure his unfortunate squint. 
Mr. Yellowley’s looking but poorly, 
It isn’t the jaundice, I hope; 
Would you recommend bathing? O surely, 
And let him take plenty of soap. 
And it’s O! &e. 
Your children torment you to jog ‘em 
On donkeys that stand in a row, 
But the more you belabour and flog ’em, 
The more the cross creatures wont go: 
T’other day, ma’am, I thump’d and I cried, 
And my darling roar’d louder than me, 
But the beast would’nt budge till the tide 
Had bedraggled me up to the knee! 
And it’s O! &e. 
At Lreland’s I just took a ¢wirlin 
The swing, and walk’d into the Maze, 
And, lauk ! in that arm-chair of Merlin 
I tumbied all manner of ways. 
T’other night Mr. Briggs and his nevy 
To Tupper’s and Walker’s would go, 
But I never beheld such a levee, 
So monstrously vulgar and low ! 
And it’s O! &e. 
On the Downs you are like an old jacket, 
Hung up in the sunshine to dry; 
In the town you are all in a racket, 
With donkey-cart, whiskey, and fly. 
We have seen the Chain Pier, Devil's Dyke, 
The Chalybeate Spring, Rottingdean, 
And the Royal Pagoda, how like 
Those bedaub’d on a tea-board or screen! 
And its O! &e. 


We have pored on the sea till we’re weary, 
And lounged up and down on the shore 





There’s nothing so charming as Brighton, 
We cry as we're scamptring down, 
But we look with still greater delight on 
The day that we go back to town. 
For it’s O! what will become of us, 
Dear! the Vapours and Blue- 
Devils will seize upon some of us 
If we have nothing to do. 


Gpmnasia 
AND 
MISCELLANEOUS RECREATIONS. 





How often have I bless’d the coming day, 

When toil remitting, lent its turn to play; 

When all the village train, from labour free, 

Led up their sports beneath the spreading tree; 

While many a pastime circled in the shade, 

The young contending as the old surveyed; 

And many a gawbol frolick’d o’er the ground, 

And sleights of art, and feats of strength, went round. 

Goldsmith- 

* It is a call to keep the spirits alive.”—Ben Jonson. 











NO. XIV. 














TO THE EDITOR. 
S1n,—The feat here described is very simple. You must 
place the inside of the thumb against the edge of a table, and 
then move your feet backwards as far as vou can from the 
table, so, however, as to be able to recover your upright 
position by the spring of the thumb, without moving your 


fect.—Yours, &c. (ié g 





NO. XV. 


As a minor recreation, I am about to call your atten- 
tion to @ very simple, but, to me, novel experiment, re- 
cently communicated by the ingenious Mr. Charles, the 
celebrated ventriloquist, and entertaining. lecturer on gal- 
vanism, electricity, and sleight of hand ;—a gentleman 
from whom I anticipate some valuable accessions to the 
stock of recreations, which I purpose to collect together 
in this department of the Kaleidoscope. 

Take a piece of writing paper, one inch or somewhat 
more in diameter (circular or square it is immaterial), lay 
it flat on the palm of the hand, which may previously be 
slightly moistened by the breath; then pass a black-lead 
pencil round, in a circular direction, on the paper—say 
from right to left—when the paper will be found to move 
round on your hand in the opposite direction, or from left 
to right. This trick does not answer equally well with 
every one; a soft fleshy hand is the best adapted for its 
performance. If the paper, instead of being placed on the 
hand, be laid flat upon a book with a rough-calf binding, 
the experiment succeeds very well; and although I have 
mentioned a black-lead pencil to make the circles with, 
there are many other things as well or better adapted for 


‘the purpose—the finger-nail, or the head of a pin, for ‘ 


instance. The paper used for this experiment ought not 
to be too smooth, or it will be apt to be carried round by 
the friction in the direction in which the pencil moves. 
I should be glad to be favoured with a satisfactory expla- 
nation of this singular phenomenon from any of your 
ingenious correspondents.—Y ours, (> 





Till we find all its gaiety dreary, 
Aud taking our pleasure a bore. 


P.S.—The paper used for the experiment ought not to 
be too thin. 
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AIR, “JE LAI PLANTS,” 


BY JEAN JACQUES ROUSSEAU:—THE WORDS BY M 


TRANSLATED FROM THE ITALIAN, 


DE LAIRE, 





Je Vai 


plan - té, 


Affettuoso. 


fe - « - né ~« 


#- é 





Joyeux oiseaux, troupe amoureuse, 
Ah! par pitié, ne chantez pas; 

L’amant qui me rendoit heureuse 
Est parti pour d’autres climats. 





nai ~ tre, ce 


tre, Per - chés sur seo jeu - nes 


T 
o 


Vous passagéres hirondelles 
Qui revenez chaque printems, 
Oiseaux sensibles et fidelles, 


Ra - me - nez le moi - = - tous les 


oi + seaux, Viennent chan - 


+ 

















Pour les trésors du nouveau monde, 
I} fuit amour, brave la mort. 

Hélas! pourquoi chercher sur l’onde 
Le bonheur qu’il trouvoit au port ? 





ans. 





Scientific Mecords. 
|Comprehending Notices of new Discoveries or Improve- 
ments in Science or Art; including, occasionally, sin- 
ular Medical Cases; Astronomical, Mechanical, Phi- 
fosophieal, Botanical, Meteorological, and Mineralogical 
Phenomena, or singular Facts in Natural History ; 
Vegetation, &c.; Antiquities, &c.; List of Patents ;— 
to be continued in a series through the Volume. ] 





BEAUTIFUL ELECTRICAL EXPERIMENT, AND NEW TE- 
LEGRAPH, CONVEYING A MESSAGE FROM LIVERPOOL 
TO LONDON, IN ONE MINUTE OR LESS. 

——- 

Amongst the numerous, pleasing, and ingenious philo- 
sophical recreations, exhibited by Mr. Charles, at the 
Theatre of Magic, is the following beautiful electrical ex- 
periment :—Mr. Charles presents to any of the company a 
musical tablet, containing 24 popular tunes; any lady or 
gentleman then privately selects one tune, which is 
marked with a silver bodkin. The book or tablet is 
closed, without having been seen by Mr. Charles. It is 
then placed near the stage on a music stand, which com- 
municates with another stand stationed in the orchestre 


yards from the former. On this other stand is fixed a 
musical tablet, corresponding with that below. The con- 
nection between the two music books, is made by means 
of 24 stationary wires, being the number of the tunes in 
each book. The musicians are directed to keep their eyes 
fixed upon the tablet in the orchestre, until, at Mr. 
Charles’s command, an electrical shock passes from the 
lower to the upper music book, illuminating the tune 


have little doubt that an express might be sent from 
Liverpool to London, and vice versa, in a minute, or, 
perhaps, less. It would be necessary to have good chro- 
nometers, in order that the parties might be on the look 
out at the precise time, or nearly so. The communication 
on this plan would be letter by letter. The person send- 
ing the message would merely have to touch the metallic 
letters in succession with the electric fluid; which would 





which had been secretly selected. The musicians, at this 
strange signal, forthwith proceed to play this illuminated 
air, to the great astonishment of the audience. 

There can be no doubt that most rapid telegraphs might 
be constructed on ihis principle; especially to convey in- 
telligence in the night. We will imagine a case which is 
perfectly practicable; although the trouble and expense 
attending the project would outbalance all its advantages. 
If by means of pipes under ground a communication were 
formed between Liverpool and London, and thoughout 
the length of this tube, twenty-four metal wires stretched, 
supported at intervals by non-conducting substances; one 
of each of the wires communicating with a letter of 
the alphabet, formed of metal, stationed at each extre. 





above, at the very extremity of the room, at least thirty 


instantly pass along the wire to the other extremity, where 
it would illuminate the corresponding letter. The com. 


could impart the shock. 





PRETENDED FOSSIL MAN AND HORSE. 

Last year we had our mermaid: it is now the turn of 
our neighbours.—An attempt has been made to impose on 
the public credulity at Paris, by the exhibition of the pre- 
tended fossi! remains of an ante-diluvian man and horse. 
M. Barruel, one of the dupes by whom it was at first sanc-> 
tioned, now keeps silence, and neither defends nov disu- 
vows his original opinion. M. Huot has discussed the 
questions arising from the inspection of these stony masses, 

Cologique sur le pretend 


in a pamphlet, intitled * ae 
Sossile humain, trouvé pres de Moret, au lieu dit ¢ Longe’ 





mity: if this were done, and it is quite practicable, we 


Rocher (Seine et Marne.” ) 


secs 


munication would thus be made aa fast as the operator * 
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Literature, Criticism, &c. 
PLAYFAIR, v. MOORE. 


—— 
TO THE EDITOR. 

Sin,—I generally read your Kaleidoscope, and in the 
last number but one (dated Sept. 28) I observed your just 
remarks upon an attempt now making by one styling him- 
self Playfair, to prove Mr. Moore (in his version of Ana- 
crcon) a plagiarist. If there are not more ** damning 
proofs” against him, than the instances adduced by you 
in that publication, I should prophecy that the poet’s as- 
sailants will meet with no very great success. This pam- 
phlet, it seems, is dedicated to the Editor of the Edinburgh 
Review. Had Moore been essentially a plagiarist in any 
one of his productions, would not those hawk-eyed re- 
viewers have discovered it long since ? 

But to proceed, how is it possible for two or more per- 
sons sitting down to translate the same work, each with 
an intention to give a faithful version, to avoid occasionally 
using, in the same place, the same words, phrases, ex- 
pressions, and even now and then to have the run of a 
whole line assimilating? To render the original cor- 
rectly, you not unfrequently have no choice left; you 
must use certain words in your version, both singly, and 
where phrases occur, and at times are confined to the 
particular rendering of whole lines. It is the spirit which 
is infused into the translation which constitutes its chief 
beauty and merit. These I offer as gencral remarks. I 
will now select some of the parallcls of Ogle and Moore, 
taking first those which savour most ef plagiarism. I may 
first mention that I have by me a translation of Anacreon, 
by Doctor Girdlestone, who wrote after Moore. 

OGLE: 
“Tell me, pray, my pretty dove.” 





MOORE: 
« Tell me, why, my pretty dove.” 

Mow certainly Moore's line would appear to be a copy of 
Qgle’s. But let us consider, Anacreon, whose prime cha- 
pacteristic is simplicity, is addressing the dove. Is not the 
most natural mode of rendering the happy bard, to apply 
the equally familiar and similar terms of your own lan- 
guage? But you are therein forestalled ; a prior transla- 
tor has used them: yet wherefore be [debarred appropri- 
ating them, if they appear to you the most eligible ? What 
is there so exclusively new in the phrase ‘* Tell me,” that 
I am to be prohibited using it, because one preceding me 
has fixed upon it? But then, there's the ** pretty dove.” 
What of that? Girdlestone has it ‘* lovely dove,” and 
you must have either * pretty,” ‘* lovely,” ‘* beautiful,” 
or some similar epithet ; and ‘* pretty,” in all probability, 
would strike two skilful first-rate translators, who were 
unknown to each other, as the most appropriate word. 
The ** dove” you cannot possibly omit. But the run of 
the line assimilates, Moore’s accusers may say. Well, 
gtantit; whatthen? Why, he has seen and copied Ogle! 
Well, and what does this copying amount to, Mr. Editor ? 
Why, that Moore thinking no better phraseology and flow 
of line could be adopted, has abided by the version of Ogle, 
giving, however (which is a very material circumstance), 
his own, and a far more easy and elegant inflection to the 
interrogation, by substituting the word ** why” for *<pryey.”” 
** Tell me, pray,” is formal, quite unlike the sim of 
the Teian, and more becoming a dandyish fellow dressed 
out in full fig for the drawing-room; whcreas, Moore's 
* Tell me, why,” renders the question at once easy and 
patural. Again: 


OoLe: 

« Straight te Venus, running, flying.” 

MOORE: 

* To Venus quick be runs, he files.* 
Fo these lines the same remarks may apply as to the 
foregoing—there is great similarity; but what effect is 
given by Moore’s insertion of the word *‘ quick?” Cupid 
puns with all his speed to Venus, nay * flies!” whereas 
Ogle tamely says, ** running, flying.” You might see 


fom ‘the dull formality of the one that it was a trapala.' 





tion; whereas the other (Moore's) bears all the spirit of 
an original. Again: 

OGLE: 

“ Love shall serve my goblet round.” 
MOORE: 
** Young Love shall be my goblet boy.” 

Once more you remark a general similarity; but how 
spirited and poet-like is the condensation of ** serve my 
goblet round” into ** be my gub!ct boy !”’ as in another 
instance, ‘* arms but those of eyes,” into ** army of the 
eyes.” If Moore may be said to have borrowed from 
Ogle, the brilliancy of touch, which he gives to these pas- 
sages (quite his own) in my opinion excuses him: Ogle’s 
are more or less dull. 

Dismissing the passages the most akin to plagiarism, I 
will select one or two others of a different degree, and 
examine how far in them the similarity which occurs 
could possibly be avoided. 

OGLE: 
“* Winged serpent, let me see, 
That the rustics name a bee.” 


MOORE: 
“ A bee it was, for once, I know, 
I heard a rustic call it so.” 

Cupid is telling Venus that he has been stung by a bee; 
he knows it to be a bee, for he had heard it once so called 
by a rustic, or country-fellow. Now, how is it possible for 
translators to be therein dissimilar? Can you omit the 
bee, the reason why Cupid knows it to be such, because 
he had heard a rustic call the little animal so? Yet, in 
the above lines, there is no similarity whatever in the 
modes of expression; the lines have no affinity save in 
the main sense; and, I would ask, can this be avoided in 
a fairly faithful translation? Moore’s couplet appears to 
me in garb as much superior as possible to Ogle’s; an 
admirable case and simplicity runs through it diametrically 
opposed to the stiffness of his predecessor's version. Gir- 
dleston gives us the couplet thus : 

* Wing’d a little serpent vile, 
Which a Bee the rustics style.* 
Why not, Mr. Editor, attack the Doctor for plagiarism ? 
his couplet savours much of Ogle; and in the course of 
his translation many of Girdlestone’s phrases are very si- 
milar to Moore’s, and, occasionally, lines run the same; 
yet this elegant translator saw his work go through two or 
three editions undisturbed by any attempt on the part of 
Moore or others to blast his well-earned reputation.— 
Again: 
OGLE: 
"* And now,” said he, “‘ my friend, I know 
Safe is my dart—safe is my bow.” 
MOORE: 

“Fare thee well—for now I know 

The rain has not relax’d my bow.” 
As in the preceding couplet, so in these, there is no simi- 
larity in the terms of the language. They are arrayed 
quite differently. The rhyme, to be sure, of both jingles 
on the same words !—what of that? Then for the sense— 
Cupid having successfully sped a dart (or arrow) into the 
bosom of his host, says, ‘Oh, now I see my bow is uninjured 
by the rain—good bye.” How can translators omit or 
pervert this—the sparkling finish of the ode? But Ogle 
has lugged in a dart, which has no business there: more- 
over, ‘** safe,” as applied to ‘* bow,” is quite inappropri- 
ate. ‘** Safe” means ‘secure from danger ;” whereas 
Cupid merely says his bowstring is no worse for the rain, 
or, as Moore gives it with Anacreontic elegance and sim- 
plicity, ** The rain has not relax’d my bow.” 

But I am trespassing, Sir, on your columas, your time, 
and your patience. A few words more and I have done. 

An attempt, somewhat similar to the present, was made 
some time ago to run down Lord Byron asa plagiarist. 
Lord Byron a plagiarist! Ob, rare! Oh, rare !—one of 
the most original writers that ever lived. And how, for- 
sooth, was this to be accomplished? By adducing a long 
list of others’ phrases, and of a few whole lines which were 
to be found scattered in his Lordship’s works. Now, how 
is it possible for an author of extensive reading to be able 


to tell, during composition, whether such and such phrases 
are his own, or whether he may have seen them some- 
where? Can any memory be 0 retentive? But admit 
that every word, phrase, or even line in Lord Byron is 
borrowed, what then? The very great portion of his 
merit still remains: for it is the marvellous manner in 
which they are strung together, so as to produce the intense 
effect they do, which constitutes the noble bard’s chief 
excellence. So, in due degree, will Moore. 

The unmanly, malicious, and silly attempt to affix 
plagiarism to Lord Byron, died away amid the scorn and 
derision of all unprejudiced minds; and the same fate will 
attend on the present attempt to lower Moore; at least, I 
think so. It wont do, Mr. Editors it is too late to attempt 
to tear the bays from the brow of honest Tommy.—I am, 
Sir, your obedient servant, LL. 

Camden-street, October 6, 1824. 





LEARNED QUOTATIONS. 
i 
70 THE EDITOR. 

Sin,—A writer in the Kaleidoscope having lately sent 
you a paper against ‘* learned quotations,” and having, in 
a manner, thrown down the gauntlet to any combatant, by 
his decided condemnation of them,—that he may not ree 
tire without opposition, I now venture to transmit you 3 
few plain words in favour of quotations. 

Your correspondent ushers in his subject by telling us, 
‘* that the Editor of a London magazine had rejected cer- 
tain literary pieces on account of quotations ih them from 
the dead languages.” It appears to me, that if these quo- 
tations were in a language well known, such as the Latin, 
that the editor's rejection of them, so far from arguing 
against learned quotations, merely argues a want of mo- 
derate and liberal education in his readers. 

But why should the habit of quoting be termed -‘‘ Gothic 
and barbarous?” Some of the best English writers have 
said, that the person who can apply the ideas and thoughte 
of another with point, often merits more than the most 
lively wit; becanse the former act requires judgment and 
taste, whilst flashes of wit are mostly involuntary. But 
are quotations to be called ‘‘ Gothic and barbarous” bee 
cause they are written in a dead language? This would 
come with muck more force from the tongue of a Roman 
against the English language, than from an Englishman 
against the Latin. Addison considered a poem in Eng- 
lish, compared to a poem in Latin, as a palace built of brick 
to another of marble I do not, however, mean to speak 
lightly of my native language, but I think a quotation 
from a classic Roman author is, when well applied, an 
embellishment to any English writer. It is as the dia- 
mond in a crown of pure gold, imparting brilliancy to 
the rich metal which supports it. How happy and how 
beautiful is that quotation by Addison, when speaking of 
the general destruction of the ancient authors, and the 
few that still float on the ocean of time! 

“* Apparent rari nantes in gurgite vasto.”—ViIRG@IL. 

One here and there floats on the vast abyss. 
Or, to come nearer our own times, the expressive quote- 
tion by Lord Byron, when mentioning, in a postscript to 
a well known satire, the rage and resentment of the Edin- 
burgh Reviewers: 
“* Tantene animis celestibus ir@-—ViRetL. 

Byron, I think, could not have written any thing of his 
own that would convey his satire with so much expression 
and force. But, I suppose, because two thousand years 
or more have elapsed since ‘* Homer swept the lyre, or 
Virgil sung,”’ it is now become Gothic or barbarous to 
quote them; and because written in Latin, 

“ An epic scarce ten centuries could claim, 

While awe-struck nations hail’d the magic name,” 
must now be completely concealed from the gaze of the 
common people, and be read only by pedantic.studente 
and profound linguists. 

But those who disapprove of learned quotations grant, 
that they might be tolerated from such elegant scholars as 





the authors of the Rambler and Spectator, though froma 
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beginners, mere tyros, it is insufferable. To me it appears 
that the tyro, who well applies a learned quotation, has as 
much right to quote, and deserves as much praise for it, 
as Addison himself. For *‘ argument,” says Dr. Johnton, 
‘* is like an arrow shot from a cross-bow, of the same force 
even When shot by a child.” 

‘Another argument assumed by your correspondent 
takes very high position, when it affirms, that a writer is 
as much bound to avoid using any language that would 
be unintelligible to any one of his readers, as the polite 
gentleman is bound to speak in a language understood by 
all his company: even granting this, still the knowledge 
of the Latin is now so generally diffused, that if a person 
cannot understand it himself, he may have recourse to 
some kind friend. The fair sex, of course, would be 
obliged to do this; but the reader of such a paper as the 
Kaleidoscope might always, I think, meet with such a 
friend. Two parties are thus pleased: the scholar reads 
the quotation in its native beauty, and the fair lady requests 
the scholar to translate it for her. 

But again: ‘* The Greeks never quoted, and the Romans 
only quoted Greek to their friends ; they were not so fool- 
ish as to make their quotations in public.” I grant it. 


Greece had the meanness to steal from the East her morals | po 


and her philosophy, and then to brand her as barbarian.® 
But had the Romans or Greeks possessed the means of 
publishing a Spectator or a Kaleidoscope, we know not 
but THEY also might have quoted. 

After all, I am not so fond of looking down the stream 
as to refuse also to look up; but when I see a person who 
thus refuses to look down the stream, who thus rejects the 
ancients, an old anecdote always occurs to my recollection. 
** An Irishman in company happening to make what he 
thought a very bright remark, a gentleman stopped his 
self-gratulation by observing, that he had read the same 
thought twenty years before in one of the ancients.” 
‘Dn these ancients,’ exclaimed the Irishman, ‘ they 
are always robbing us of our original ideas.’” 

October 14, 1824, Y. Z. 

# Dr. Collyer’s Lecture on Ethics, Kaleidoscope, No. 196. 


The Beauties of Chess. 


** Ludimus effigiem belli”’....s0..0000.VIDAs 
—— 








SOLUTION TO GAME XV. 
White. Black. 
Castle ....C—8-+- 1 King.... ..B—7 
Knight ....D—6+4 2 King......A—6 
Castle ....A—5+ 3 Pawo ....A—5 
Castle ....C—6-+4-MATE. 


[no. xv1.] 
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White to give checkmate in THREE moves. 
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The Housewife. 


** Housekeeping and husbandry, if it be good, 
Must love one another as cousins in blood : 

The wife, too, must husband as weil as the man, 
Or furewel thy husbandry, do what thou can.” 





ADULTERATED BREAD. 
In copying the following article from the Examiner, we 
disclaim any participation whatever in the sweeping con- 
demnation of the whole body of the master bakers, on the 
testimony of a man who, by his own confession, has been a 
ready instrument in promoting a villanous system, which 
he now denounces, from what motive we are not informed. 
—Edits, Kal. 
** An astounding exposure of the poisonous and fraudu- 
lent contrivances of the mealmen and bakers, has just ap- 
peared in the shape of a shilling pamphlet, entitled the 
Tricks of Bakers Unmasked ; a letter to the Lord Mayor 
of London.’ The author, James Maton, is himself a jour- 
neyman baker; the story of the various employments he 
has filled, is in fact one continued history of atrocious 
frauds. During his whole career, he met with one honest 
master; all the others whom he served dabbled more or 
less in the various secrets of the trade—making bread with 
inferior or damaged corn, with a scandalous portion of 
tatoes, alum, cumposition-yeast, sea-water, &c.—robbing 
all baked meats at the rate (usually) of two ounces in the 
[oo wc oy dead men’ (i. ¢.) charging loaves never 
elivered) at the houses of the rich or the careless. But the 
deception of the private tradesman is a trifling matter com- 
_ to the wholesale villany of the army-contract baker. 
flaton was employed a deal in the contracting esta- 
blishments which supplied French prisoners of war and 
English garrison-regiments. He unmasks the whole sys- 
tem of under-letting and re-letting the contracts, by.which 
the person who actually supplied the bread did it at a price 
that would have ruined him, unless he had used the foul- 
est wholesale adulterations! The consequence was, that 
the soldiers were incessantly complaining, and the hospitals 
were filled with men ill from eating the vile composition. 
James Maton denounced this wickedness to the military 
authorities: some inquiry was made; the truth of his alle. 
gations was established; yet so extensive was the corrup- 
tion, that nothing efficient was done, and Maton was got 
rid of by being sent out to Malta as army-baker. There 
he was inconveniently strict in his inspection, and the local 
authorities (Maitland was then grreeet) very speedily re- 
shipped him to England, where he was left to get his bread 
as well as he could, in the teeth of a combination of mas- 
ter-bakers against him. The pamphlet is illiterate, but 
written with good sense and apparent simplicity, and con- 
tains a mass of very curious matter. We happen to know 
—as the early readers of The Examiner may remember— 
something of the poisonous stuff which common soldiers 
were compelled to eat by a system of collusive jobbing ; 
and therefore James Maton’s particulars, however fright- 
ful, seem to us quite consistent with probability.—Nor do 
we see reason to doubt the details he gives of the frauds 
and adulterations of common bakers; which indecd is a 
matter that every body may be satisfied about by very little 
examination and trouble. We do hope the time is coming, 
when the public will think it worth while to guard against 
the cheating and unwholesome adulterations of an article 
which most people put into their stomachs at least three 
times a-day.’ 








‘{Miscellanies. 


ORIGINAL TRANSLATIONS, BY A CORRESPONDENT. 


THE SWISS HORNS. 
It used to be the custom among the herdsmen of Swit- 
zerland to watch the setting of the sun. When he had 
already left the valleys, and was only visible on the top of 
the snow-capt mountains, ‘the inhabitant of the cottage, 
which was in the most elevated situation, seized his horn, 
and, using it like a speaking-trumpet, he turned towards 
hisnext neighbours, and called out ‘* Praise ye the Lord!” 
The neighbours imitated him in their turn, and thus the 
words were repeated from Alp to Alp, and the name of 
the Lord was proclaimed and re-echoed for a whole quar- 
ter of an hour. A deep and solemn silence then ensued, 
until the last trace of the splendid luminary had entirely 
disappeared, when the first herdsman said again, ‘* Good 
night,” which was repeated, as before, from all the rocky 
walls of hill and ‘dale, until every one had withdrawn to 





LEARNING, 
(From the French of De Jouy.) 

I know a man who has written a large volume of com- 
ments on the 24th Ode of Anacreon (which consists only of 
four verses) in order to prove to those who do not under- 
stand Greek, that he himself is a great proficient in that 
language. This commentary is quite a masterpiece in its 
way; and the author shows himself a very l:arned man: 
it is a great pity that he should be so deficient in common 
sense. 


Matrimonial Lottery.—A recent traveller in the United 
States gives an account of a matrimonial lottery, which 
was formed there with beneticial effects. At a wedding 
in South Carolina, a young lawyer moved, ** That one 
man in the company should be selected as president; that 
this president should be duly sworn to keep entirely secret 
all the communications that should be forwarded to him 
in his official department that night ; that each unmarricd 
gentleman and lady should write his or her name on a piece 
of paper, and under it place the name of the person they 
wish to marry; then hand it to the president for inspec. 
tion; and if any —— and lady had reciprocally 
chosen each other, the president was to inform each of the 
result; and those who had not been reciprocal in their 
choice, kept entirely secret.” After the appoiniment of 
the president, communications were accordingly handed 
up to the chair, and it was found twelve young gentlemen 
and ladies had made reciprocal choices; and the traveller 
states that eleven of the twelve matches were solemnized. 








Female Heroism.—Juana Maria Pola, cf Santa Fé de 
Bogota, was a woman whose husband, and brothers, and 
sons, were deeply engaged in the patriot cause. When 
Santa Fé was taken from the royalists, after the barracks 
of the infantry and cavalry had been seized, the patriots 
paused to collect numbers sufiicient to attack the artillery ; 
and then was that interval when ‘‘the boldest held his 
breath for a time.” Juana Maria found her sons among 
the troops who were awaiting the rest. ** What do you do 
here ?”* said she. **J expect, each moment, to fight for 
La Patria.’ ** Kneel down, then, and take a mother’s 
blessing. We women will go and receive the first fire ; 
and, over our bodies you shall march and take yonder 
cannon, and save your country.” She blessed her sons, 
and rushed on with the foremost, and the day was theirs, 
From that day she held a captain’s pay and rank. But 
the royalists retook Santa Fé, and Juana Maria Pola was 
one of their first victims. She was led to the market: place 
and shot.— Mrs. Graham's Journal of a Residence in Chile, 





A lady of high fashion having once given out that she 
wanted a female attendant, one of a very promising ap- 
pearance presented terself. Being asked oheter she un- 
derstood combing the hair and arranging the head-dress, 
the new candidate replied, that was precisely what she 
principally excelled in, as she only required ioe minutes 
to comb and arrange the largest head of hair. “You 
may go,” said the lady, heaving a deep sigh; * what! 
comb a lady’s hair in five minutes; and pray how am I té 
pass the rest of my morning ?” 





4 Baker's Way of Growing a Shoulder of Mutton—m 
Mr. Crust first buys the smallest shoulder of mutton 
which he can find; perhaps it may weigh about four 
unds. When his Sunday’s dishes come in, (which, if 
e be in any thing of a trade, will be pretty numerous,) 
he changes this four pound-shoulder of mutton for a five. 
pounder; then he removes the five-pound shoulder to the 
place of a six; then substitutes a seven, and so on to 
eight, nine, and ten! Thus he makes a clear gain of: six 

unds of mutton, and changes his four pounds of carrion 
‘or prime meat! Puddings are done differently. —The 
Economist. 





Interesting Experiment.—The following discovery has 
been announced at Munich :—Lieutenant Frobonetrek has 
invented a process by which he makes a species of cater- 
pillar spin a kind of wadding, which is of a fine white 
colour, and water-proof. He made a balloon of this stuff, 
and raised it by means of a chafing dish with spirits of 
wine, in the large warehouse where he keeps his cater- 
illars at work. He makes them trace ciphers and figures 
in the wadding. He accomplishes this by moistening out- 


‘lines of figures or letters with spirits of wine. The caters 


pillars‘avoid these tracings, and spin their web around 
them. Thus any fine figure which has been drawn is ree 
presented in the stuff. A ms of wadding, seven fect 
square, perfectly pure, and as brilliant as taffeta, was 
pm by about fifty caterpillars, between the 5th and 26th 
of June. 











his resting-place. 
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Correspoendvence. 
AUTHOR OF THE MAN OF FEELING. 


ceili 
TO THE EDITOR. 

Sin,—As one of your correspondents lately expressed a 
wish that a Jiographical sketch of the late Mr. M*Kenzie, 
author of the Man of I’veling, should have a place in the 
Kaleidoscope, 1 take this opportunity of informing Mr. 





that that gentleman is still in the land of the living. Mr. 
Putmam,* the lecturer on elocution, who is now in Liver- 
pool, lately informed me that he had recently seen him ; 
and I have now before me the report of the proceedings at 
the opening of the New Academy in Edinburgh, which 
states that ** Mr. Henry M*Kenzie rose and addressed 
the meeting, but in so faint a voice that he was scarcely 
audible.” I believe this to be the identical author of the 
Man of Feeling, whose posthumous memoirs your corre- 
spondent recommends to your notice.—1 am, Sir, yours, &c. 

Liverpool. (Fr 

* Wr. Putnam —The name of this gentleman reminds us 
that bis interesting readings and recitations will be repeated 
tuis evening (Tuesday) for the last time. He is an intelligent 
aud impressive declauimer; and we take the liberty to recom- 
mend him to those of our readers who have not yet had the 
pleasure to hear him. —Sce adv. 





MR. CONNOISSEUR. 
Sit,—Having seen your critiqueon Still Life, and a 
Portrait by E. Williams, | am happy to have it in my 
power to state to you, from very good authority, that they 
are the first attempts of this young artist in original oil 
painting, and for both of which he received the two first 
silver medals in each class, by the Society of Arts, in 
London, which were presented to him at the Opera-house, 
by his Royal Highness the Duke of Sussex. I understand 
he has only studied two years and a half. The portrait of 
himself is an excellent likeness.—I remain, Mr. Connois- 
eur, very respectfully, NO CONNOISSEUR. 








Cie Mrarnta. 
THEATRE. 


————— 





May I be bold 
To think these spirits ¢ 
Spirits, which, by mine art, 
1 have, from their coufines call’d to enact 
My present fancies.” 


oxime 

Tt was a maxim of Lord Chesterfield to see every thing, 
and well, a practice to which we bave hitherto adhered 
with all possible exactness. Exhibitions, more especially 
of theatrical nomenclature, infallibly sway us to become 
spectators; and it will not, therefore, appear 60 wondrous 
that we should have visited the Theatre of Magic in Dale- 
street. We have supped there on Mustard generated by 
electricity, and drank copiously at the fountain—not of 
Hippocrene, but of Nitrous Oxide; a libation procured not 
by the kick of a modern Pegasus, but from a little metalic 
gasometer, constructed by Mr. Charles, in order that he, in 
his turn, may laugh as well as be laughed at. Mr. Charles is 
not a mere conjuror, inflated with himself, and existing but 
inthe mystic ‘* pomp and circumstance” of his art. Io 
his deportnent he is unassuming; his manners evince 
so0d breeding ; and in his routine of performances pleasure 
and instruction contend for the mastery. Prudery’sself may 
sit and witness his entertaining feats in sleight of hand, and 
the young in science will nut fail to profit much by Mr. 
@harles’s experimental illustrations of various galvanic 
and electrical phenomena. In the way of trick, we do 
not remeniber having seen any thing surpassing this gen- 
theman’s very clever transmigration of three cards, from a 
box deposited in the safe custody of a fair gaoler among 
his auditory, toa small bureau on the stage; if we ex- 
eept, perhaps, his discharging a lady’s wedding ring from 





« pistol through the window, and subsequently producing 
it, together with a bird, from an egg. But Mr. Charles | 
ie not faultless, though we must acknowledge having had | 


some difficulty in determining on what to tax him as a 
fault: for we verily believe he has scercely more than one. 
He is, however, too ingenuously communicative. Were 


he to array himself in more mystery, talk gibberish in licu | 
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of coamnon sense, invoke the aid of **dark spiritsand grey,” | FEYHIS EVENING (TUESDAY) October 19, Mr. 


and intimate his acquaintance with ‘unutterable things,” 
as all his predecessors have done, he would excite more as- 
tonishment, as well, probably, as increase his emolument. 
Mr. €harles is too honest, we fear, ever to becoine weal- 
thy; his simplicity may and does fascinate an audience, 
but we question whether or not it will greatly enrich 
himself. 

Mr. Macready has quitted us in sullen majesty, displeased 
with the management, the public, and every body, save 
himself. The managers have excited his most puissant 
ire, because, forsooth, they had too much sense, and were 
too independent to submit to the insolent dictation of this 
metropolitan Sir Vapour. With the public he parts in 
anger, for that they are so tasteless. Mr. Macready has 
reason to thank, instead of revile, the managers, for not 
permitting him to play Richard and Othello; a truism he 
must surely have discovered, after the experiment of Mac- 
beth. He performed all tiree when last in Liverpool ; 
and, judging from the theatrical chit-chat of the town, 
we are confident that few, except ourselves, would care 
to witness a repetition of any of them: relative to Mac- 
beth, in particular, the question was decided on Monday 
evening, and we really think the managers were very con- 
siderate towards Mr. Macready, when, by opposing his 
wishes, they so kindly averted the mortification he seems 
to have sought with such avidity. ‘The truth is, that cir- 
cumstances have contributed more to exalt Mr. Macready 
than his own innate merit. During the temporary sus- 
pension of Mr Young's labours at Covent garden, Mr. 
Macready, possessing, to a certain extent, genius, origi- 
nality, and the qualifications of a liberal education, pre- 
sented himself as Mr. Young’s successor. The managers 
had no alternative; Mr. Macready was the only performer 
available, and it consequently became their mutual in- 
terest to make the most of hin: ; and this they succeeded in 
doing through the instrumentality of Mr. Sheridan Knowles 
and the Swiss of the press in London. Virginius intro- 
duced Mr. Macready to usin the hey-day of his newly 
acquired popularity. We then, though in another form, 
promulgated precisely the same opinion of his general 
style of acting, as we now hold; an opinion founded on a 
careful examination of his various performances ‘at that 
time, and confirmed by those of subsequent periods here, 
as well as by having occasionally seen him in London ; and 
an opinion, too, very generally entertained by the play- 
going portion of Liverpool. Without, therefore, entering 
into an elaborate analy sisof Mr. Macready’s performances, 
or descending to minute or verbal criticism on them, for 
which we have less space than inclination, we hesitate not 
tu express our decided conviction, that until he discard for 
ever those peculiarities in his acting, which at present 
mar, nay, disgrace it, Mr. Macready must be content to 
rank chief of melo-dramatic actors, with the conscious cer- 
tainty of never becoming a great tragedian. Tie must as- 
pire to something beyond Virginius, which has no longer 
novelty to recommend it; he must aim at infinitely higher 
quarry than Rob Roy, now ‘stale, flat, and unprofitable” 
—or it will assuredly be said of hia, 

“Tam weary of this moon; would he would change! It 
appears by his small light of discretion, that he isin the 
wane; but yet, in courtesy, in all reuson, Wwe must stay the 
time.” 

It is but just towards Mr. Macready, however, at 
parting, to make honourable mention of his Lcontes, 
in the Winter’s Tale; which was a very chaste and ener- 
getic effort, with but a moderate use of. the corporeal air- 
pump, so much in vogue with this gentleman. It is due 
also to ourselves to put on record our unqualified dis- 
approbation of Mr. Macready’s Cortolanus, which was 
icleed. exclusively, Mr. Macready’s. No such thing, 
we are sure, ever did, or ever will, exist in history, **in 
heaven above, on the earth beneath, or in the water under 
the earth ;” nor had it previously ** entered into the heat 
of man to conceive” of such a thing. How ascholar of Mr. 
Macready’s reputed reading could so palpably misconceive 
any character, much less such a one as Coriclanus, is, to 
us, astonishing: a failure more obviously perfect in all its 





bearing we never witnessed, and we assert, moreover, such 
another was never before witnessed in Liverpool. Our | 
limited space and leisure do not admit of essaying a length- | 
ened enumeration, or any illustrative detail of this most 
extraordinary assumption of character. Sutflice it, there- | 
fore, to say, that though we cannot speak more fully of what | 
Mr. Macready did, we can very readily copiununicate to 
our readers that which he did not dom—Mr. Macready did 
not represent Coriolanus. 
18th October. 


THE COUNCIL OF TEN. | 


PUTNAM’S READINGS and RECITATIONS will be 
repeated for the last time. 
Admission, 3s, 

Tickets may be had of the Bouksellers, and of Mr. Putnay, 
10, Clarence-street.—The Doors to be open at Seven, and the 
Readings commence at Half-past Seven o'clock precisely. 

NEW QUADRILLES. 
Just published, by G. Thomson, 90, Bold-street, and to be 
had at all the principal Music Shops, 

‘HE New TERPSICHORE QUADRILLES, de- 

dicated with permission to H. MoLLEvo, Exq. 

G. T. has always on Sale an extensive Assortment of Hort- 
zontal grand, Cabinet, Cottage Cabinet, and Square Piano 
Fortes, by the best London makers, chiefly selected by Mr. 
KALKEBRENNER, and which he offers on sholernte terms. 

= = P sere ee oe a weekly from London. 

usic Warehouse, 90, -street, o, site the Rotunda. 
October 18, 1824. 7 ” 


onnsven op td LAUGHING GAS! 

E OF M. AGIC, GOLDEN-LION, DALE-STREET. 

R. CHARLES.—This present Evening (Monpay) 
~ and every Evening during the Week, Mr. CHARLES, 

the VENTRILOQUIST, will EXHIBIT his popular ENTER- 

Po all at the LARGE ROOM, GOLDEN-LION, DALE- 


The performance will be in three parts—EXPERIMENT 
in ELECTRICITY, GALVANISM, MAGNETISM, PHILOSG. 
PHICAL RECREATIONS, and ILLUSIONS in VEN TRILO- 
QUISM. Between the first and second part will be shown, the 
wonderful and SE wey WG of the NITROUS OXIDE 
EXHILARATING GAS, or LAUGHING GAS, which will be ad- 
ministered to several persons, on some of whom it will pro- 
fees mapenenate fits of laughter, dancing, whistling, or sing- 

1g, &e. &e.- 
Boxes 3s. Pit 2s. Gallery 1s. Children half-price. 

Doors open at Half-past Seven—Perfermance commences 
at Eight o’clock. 











THEATRE DU PETIT LAZARY DE PARIS, DE MESSRS 
MAFFERY, YORK HOTEL, TARLETON-STREET. 
HIS EVENING (Monday) the 18th instant, an en- 
tire new series of Performances will be submitted to 

the Public, and will continue every day in the week, but 

Saturday. Performance will begin with a comic Piece, 


entitled 
LES PETITES DANAIDES, 
Or, The Ninety-nine (99) Victims, 

A burlesco, tragico, comedia, diabolico Fairy-piece; a Parody 
on the Grand Opera of the Danaides. With Sengs, new Deco- 
rations, Dances, Ballets, Metamorphoses, Scenery, Dresses, 
&c.and a variety of amusements, to be announced in the 
bills of the day. 

Doors to be opened at half-past Seven, and the performance 
to commence at half-past Eight precisely. 


Co Correspondents. 


MANCHESTER PHILOSOPHICAL SociteTy.—-A Manchester cor- 
respondent recommends for insertion in the Kaleidoscope 
a series of interesting notices of the proceedings of this so- 
clety, which have lately been introduced into the Manchester 
Gazette (late Cowdroy’s,) We have perused these papers as 
they appeared, and shall have pleasure in copying them into 
the Kaleidoscope. We hope that the intelligent proprietor of 
the Manchester Gazette, who has recently made such obvious 
changes for the better in the conduct of that journal, will 
continue to favour the public with the interesting reports of 
the Manchester Philosophical Society. 











Tux Count or Common ‘SENSE versus THK COUNCIL OF Trnv.— 
The communication bearing this signature is too long and 
too aiffuse for the subject. 





Tue Seanish Lanavacx.—The letter of Observator, which 
had been mislaid, has re-appeared, and shall be published 
inour next. We trust the writer will accept this apology 
for the delay. 





AsTronomY.—The second tion of Newtonian reach- 


ed us after our arrangements for the week bad been finally . 


mude. We shall resume the subject next week. 





Little B.'s communication has amused us not a Httle. We 
should be glad to see a specimen of the articles to which he 
alludes. 





The lines of 7. P. ef Ciithero shall appear in our next. 


Grovooy and WoaLp Maxtiro.—We intend next week to lay 
before our scientific readers an entertaining and admirable 
paper on this subject, which appeared in the last numberof 
the North American Review, 








Saree my 
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